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Summary: Thalia Foster has just discovered who her father is, and he has come to take her home to Asgard with him. What will life be like for her? How will Thor adjust to being a father? Will they form a a bond or will they remain disconnected?





	1. The Father from Asgard

I sat in the thick grass among the flowers under the hot sun reading my book. I had always had a thing for outer space and legends ever since my mom died. Reading was a way for me to escape the reality of being an orphan. My new book was one of the more fascinating ones I've read in a while. It really allowed my to escape the reality called my life. My father left before I was born, my mom died in a freak thunderstorm incident, and when she died I was put into the system. Yep, my life sucked. I closed my eyes and let the wind flow through my hair. It was cool and stronger than normal. A nice refresher. Suddenly there was a thud. I opened my eyes to see a tall, strong man standing nearby. He had on strange silver and blue armor and a red cape. His shoulder length blonde hair billowing in the wind and a large hammer in his hand.

"Hello there," he said looking at me. His voice was deep and strong.

"Um, hi there," I responded quizzically. "Where did you come from?"

"Asgard of course. I am Thor, son of Odin, god of thunder and lighting, king of Asgard. And who might you be?"

My eyes widened at this statement. Thor, god of Norse legends. "I'm Thalia Foster. How did you get here?"

"Foster, as in Jane Foster? Do you know her? Where is she?" The man took a step closer to me. I sprang to my feet, forgetting about the book in my lap on my assent.

"What do you want with my mom?"

"Jane married?"

"Um no, she didn't."

"Then where is she and where is your father?"

"Listen I don't know who you are or where you came from or where you've been, but my mom died eight years ago in some freak thunderstorm accident. And my father left her before I was born."

"She died," his voice trailed off. She obviously meant something to this stranger. "And your father is gone?"

"Yeah, he left when she was pregnant with me. She said he had family matters and issues with his brother he had to return home to take care of, whatever that meant." Thor stared at me, looking me up and down. Suddenly his face brightened with a big smile across his face.

"Give your father a hug," he said as he stepped towards me with his arms outstretched. I took two steps back.

"What makes you think you're my father?!" He stared at me confused, as if someone questioning his judgment was strange. I started off back towards the main part of the orphanage.

"Wait. Hear me out." He grabbed my wrist stopping me. I spun around.

"You have three minutes to explain yourself and why I'm your daughter before I leave." He took a deep breath before continuing.

"When I was banished here by my father Odin, I met your mother. She was an amazing and beautiful woman. I loved her despite my oath to never love a human, and she loved me equally as much. That is how you came into existence. While she was pregnant with you I had to return home to deal with my brother Loki. My brother vanished and my father died in battle. That was only a month ago since I became king of Asgard, but there seems to be a difference with the Bifrost regarding the time. But look at the beautiful woman you have become. And your name. It was the name your mother picked out while I was still here. I had planned on coming back to take you both home to Asgard with me." I couldn't believe it. As hard as it is for me to imagine, he was right. I knew he was my father before he even mentioned my name. I had read my mom's journal. She had written a lot about him and in there was where she had chosen my name. I stared at him.

"I knew you were my father. I just wanted to see if your story matched her's, and it does. The description of you, your brother, and my name." His smile grew.

"Return with me to Asgard. I had come to take your mother home, but sadly she has died. Come home with me. You can have everything you've ever dreamed of, Thalia princess of Asgard."

"I can't. I have a life here," I said. His posture sank at my response.

"Please, _my_daughter. _My_ Thalia."

"I'm sorry I can't."

"Well I must be going then. Good-bye." He walked away, spun his hammer in the air. I turned began the long trek back to the orphanage. His words stuck in my mind, _my daughter, my Thalia_. I spun around,

"Wait!" but it was too late, he was gone. I sighed a sigh of disappointment and turned to continue my walk. Then there was a another loud thud. I spun on my heals.

"Are you sure you don't want to come home to Asgard with me," Thor offered me his hand. I smiled.

"I want to come with you, _father." _I ran to him and gave him a big hug, wrapping my arms around him. A small void in me seemed to be filling. A void that had been empty my whole life. He put one arm around me and the other in the air. With a few twirls of his hammer we were on our way to Asgard, my book over turned in the grass among the flowers.


	2. Home Bitter-Sweet Home

Soon enough we reached Asgard and gracefully our feet touched the Bifrost. Thor and I let go of each other as the golden dome around us stopped spinning. He lead me down the colorful Bifrost towards the palace. I gasped and gawked at the beauty of Asgard. It was magnificent. Nothing on Earth could ever compare to it. It was mostly bronze and golden, the large palace looming in the middle. It was surrounded by a deep blue sea. The sky was a blue and pink with large white clouds dotting it and two moons orbiting it. All Thor could do was smile at my wonder. He pointed out everything he thought was important for me to see, from the various flowers, to the floating vertical steel looking plates orbiting each other. Everything was so fascinating.

Eventually we made it to the palace. Two golden doors stood looming in front of me. The guards quickly ordered the them to be opened when they saw us approaching. Slowly they opened to reveal a magnificent, grand throne room. About 50 yards away was a golden round throne with curved arms coming out of the back and off to the sides.

"This is the throne room," Thor said as he placed his hand on my back and escorted me towards the throne. "This is as far as any Asgardian will get into the palace. My friends are the only ones permitted to go beyond my throne." We passed by the elaborate chair. I moved my hands up and down the smooth surface of it, feeling every curve. "Go ahead. Take a seat."

"I can't. It's your throne. It would be disrespectful," I said looking up into his soft, strong eyes.

"I'm your father before I am king. It wouldn't be disrespectful, but rather an honor to have such a beautiful young woman as yourself sit in it." I smiled at him and sat down in the massive chair. I appeared tiny in it compared to my father. I was tall for a human, but small compared to Asgardians. I tried to imagine the room before me filled with people cheering my name, shouting "Long live Thalia, Queen of Asgard!" I couldn't, but it was a nice thought. Once I had my chance to sit where the noblest of Asgardians have sat, we proceeded down a large hallway towards the royal dining hall. While we were still a little ways off, I could here two men arguing. I couldn't make out what it was about, but it sounded heat. As we neared the hall, Thor shouted out,"My friends!". When we entered the dining hall, three men and a woman dropped to one knee, bowing. "My friends, how many time must I tell you that you don't have to bow every time I walk it?" With that they stood up and ran over to hug him, but stopped in their tracks when they saw me. They stared at me, trying to make out who or what I was. I uncomfortably shifted towards my father, looking for any sign of assistance. He glanced down at me and then back up. "Oh yeah, right. My friends, this is my daughter Thalia. Thalia these are my friends: The Warriors Three: Hogan, Fandral, and Volstagg, and my childhood friend, the mightiest warrior there has ever been, Sif."

"A pleasure to meet you, your highness," Sif said to me as the four of them dropped to one knee again.

"What are they doing?" I whispered so that only Thor could hear.

"My friends, no need for the formality," Thor said to them, his strong voice filling the room. They rose and looked at each other in question.

"Thor, since when have you had a daughter," Sif asked looking me up and down. Leaning over to me he whispered,

"How old are you?"

"16," I replied.

"I've had a daughter for 16 years, in Earth time. Only about a month in Asgardian time." He said it with so much pride, the void in me filling up a little more. The Warriors Three grew more confused as they started whispering back and forth. "Out with it men. No need to speculate about this."

Volstagg was the first to speak, "Thor, who is this girl's mother?" Hogan and Fandral gave him dirty looks. "What? We were all thinking it. I was just the one to say it."

"My friends, if you are wondering if she is the offspring of Sif and I, you needn't worry. She is the daughter of Jane Foster, the human who helped me return to Asgard." Everyone was silent for moment before Sif spoke up.

"Welcome to Asgard Thalia. It is an honor to have you here." She came over and gave me a hug. I tensed, expecting it to be awkward, but it wasn't. Her hug was warm and inviting, not what a warrior's hug would be like. The others followed her, greeting me and welcoming Thor home. "Where will she be staying?" My father looked at her and thought for a moment.

"I was thinking my childhood room. It is still furnished, as far as I recall." She nodded in agreement. "Shall we?" The three of us proceeded across the dining hall to the tall winding stair case.

"We are going to stay here and finish our discussion if that is alright with you," Fandral asked as we took the first few steps.

"That is fine with me," Thor replied, turning around to acknowledge them and nod. We climbed to the top of the stairs. In front of us was a circular foyer with one pair of double doors on either side. A crystal chandelier hung in the middle above a wooden table with a vase full of exotic flowers. "The room on the left is mine. This one is yours." Thor gestured to the double doors on the right. I walked towards them and pushed them open. Before me was a grand room. It was almost as large as the throne room downstairs. There was a small sitting area with three white sofas and a glass table in the middle of them. A twinkle from the table caught me eye and I ran over to see what is was. Before me in the glass was a galaxy. The stars and planets twinkled. Thor walked over and put a strong hand on my shoulder. "This is map of the galaxies surrounding Asgard. Everything you see here is happening out there, and this is Asgard." He pointed to a gold twinkling spot, the brightest on the map. It was all surreal. I looked to my left to examine the rest of the room. There was a a large bed against the left wall, 10 feet on either side, with golden silk sheets. The head board was magnificent with carvings of stars decorating it. Beyond that in the same wall was a white door that lead to the bathroom. I walked in and was shocked. There was a large shower to my left along with a deep tub made out of pearl. A huge mirror loomed in front of the golden marble counter tops and a sink. The whole room smelled like lavender. To my left was another pair of double doors, but smaller and white. I pushed them open to reveal a huge empty closet. I closed the doors behind me as I went back into the main part of the bedroom. I trotted over to the balcony that was about 70 yards long and ran my hand along the smooth golden surface.

"Wow," I said looking out onto the city before me. Thor came over and stood on my right, putting his hand on my back.

"From here you can see all of Asgard." He smiled down at me.

"It's so magnificent and beautiful."

"I'm glad you like it. Will this room do?"

"Yes. Thank you. I've never had anything this nice before."

"Good. Now shall we see about getting you something else to wear? Something more...Asgardian." He stepped back and looked at my outfit. I had on a simple navy blue t-shirt and jeans with converse.

"Is what I have on not ok?" I looked down out my outfit. What was wrong with this? Thor looked at Sif for some help. She smiled at his helplessness. This father thing was going to be hard for him.

"Your outfit is fine dear. What he means to say is that maybe you would like some clothes to make you feel more comfortable," Sif said as she joined us.

"Um sure, but I'm short compared to most of the women here."

"That's ok dear, I can have my tailor come in and take your measurements and get you custom clothes," Sif said looking to Thor for approval.

"That is a great idea. How about we go into the city. That way you can see more of your new home," he said looking at me.

"Sure. Sounds like fun," I said holding my stomach. "But can we get something to eat first? I'm hungry and hadn't eaten much before I left Earth."

"Why of course. Come, let us join The Warriors Three for a meal." He lead us back downstairs to the large dining hall where a meal was ready and a seat for me had been prepared. A seat near the head of the table, across from Sif, next to my father, Thor.

* * *

><p>I hope you enjoy it so far. I'll have more chapters out soon. Please tell me what you think.<p> 


End file.
